A day or two after the evening at the Museum, Beatrice and Laura called on Mrs. Lester. This exchange of facilities was very distasteful to Beatrice, and could she have avoided it she would gladly have done so. But even she, with her natural fondness, which had been fostered by outside circumstances, of making things bend to her will, did not see how she could neglect to pay this call, and she went. She came off better than she had expected. George was out, nor did he come in during the twenty minutes of her stay. Only Mrs. Lester and Edith were present. If Edith could have had her way she would have sat in the background, taking no share in the conversation, but observing these two women who interested her so much; for, added to her interest in Beatrice, was her natural shyness, and her dread of Mrs. Ledward. But she was not allowed to follow her own wishes; her aunt made her a peremptory sign which she dared not disobey, and Laura, whose bright eyes had been roving all over the room from the moment she had entered it, drew near to Edith and made her talk in spite of herself.
She Edith was always happy to do anything for George, and of late he had often asked her to do things for him, and she, pleased to show what a help-meet could be, had always joyfully accepted his tasks. Now she got pencil and paper without delay, and' the somewhat difficult task of selecting their guests from their very large circle of acquaintance began.
At first all went smoothly. Half-a-dozen, on whose merits Mrs. Lester and her brother were perfectly agreed, were chosen, and then George said :
" Miss Stanford and Mrs. Ledward."
"No!" exclaimed Mrs. Lester, energetically, almost bounding from her seat as she spoke.
It was more an ejaculation than a contradiction, and was followed by silence. Edith looked up almost frightened, and
George stood looking at his sister with raised eyebrows. " I beg your pardon," he said, with perfect politeness, but at the same time with surprise.
By this time Mrs. Lester had recovered her presence of mind and also her equanimity, and when she spoke again it was in a quieter tone. " I think it will be a mistake to invite them," she said. " All the other women are married, and bring their own men with them; it is far less trouble to invite only married people." " Yes, but it is dull and monotonous," said George. She was sore and smarting with her defeat, and she knew she had made herself thoroughly disagreeable. Of course she had gained nothing by opposing her brother. She was furious with both herself and him?and Mrs. Lester's furies never failed to have results.
( To be continued.)
